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couple instead of a pair of moonstruck teen-agers. But Patsy is
Irish—my family is of Scandinavian descent—and, boy, do the
Irish go in for fireworks of every type and variety! They're either
crying or laughing, and they're always celebrating some darn thing
or the other. Believe it or not, a week ago Patsy had to rush out and
buy a gift because a nephew of hers was graduating from a Balti-
more junior high school. It was the month of May before we paid
the last of the Christmas bills she piled up buying stuff her family
didn't need. She sent her mother a sewing machine when she
could use a sewing machine herself to make nice clothes for Kyle.
In my family Christmas was reserved for kids, and my father
saw to it the twelve of us were promoted to adulthood early. Before
the national depression he owned a machine shop, employed a
dozen men, and felt like a big shot. Then everything fell apart,
and he fell apart, too. Something happened to him when he lost
his business. Our next-door neighbor rustled around and took any
odd job available to feed his family. Not my dad. He had a skilled
trade, but he wouldn't work at it When people who remembered
his skill came to our house to offer him day work, he wouldn't
answer the door. He would lie in bed and holler at my mother,
'Tell them I'm not here."
Pretty soon we were on relief. In a big family somebody is always
caught in the middle, and that's where I was. The younger kids
had to be fed because they were babies, and the older ones had to
be fed because they were occasional wage earners. I can recall a
good many days when I was hungry, my only food a bowl of oat-
meal. I guess my mother did her best. But at times I would feel
land of desperate trying to get her to take notice of me in some
special way. What way didn't matter.
Once I stole a bicycle from another boy and hid it in a junk yard
until I threw away the siren, which I hated to do, and painted the
greai frame red. When I rode the red bike home my mother was
hanging up a wash in the back yard. She noticed me riding up and
down and asked where the bicycle had come from, I told her my
friend, Billy, Isad given it to me—a thing she must have known

